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nothing. I stepped out of the line and leaned against the wall. Sick from hunger, I closed xny eyes
Someone touched my shoulder I looked up, A tall scarecrow of a man stood before me He handed me his glass jar and an amazingly black spoon,
"I have eaten already," he said "Co ahead *
"How did you know I was hungry?" I asked.
He shrugged his shoulders, and replied 'They took me from Warsaw, too. My family's still there How long have you been here?"
"This is my third day," I said with some embarrassment as if I owed an apology for needing his help "I am not yet f amiliar with conditions here "
"Listen to her,** he laughed out loud "Conditions, she says There are no conditions here, my dear lady. This is pure and unadulterated hell *
And then he looked closely at me. His eyes wese shrewd, appraising.
"By the way," Jbe added. "I am from Barrack & A doctor there, believe it or not. My name's Gregory w
I thanked him for the jar, and he invited me for a walk. I joined him, and we talked along. Yet it was not easy to trust one so soon "Suppose he was a stool pigeon?1* was the thought running through my mind Gregory looked at me, and laughed uproariously. He patted me on the shoulder.
"You don't know people very well, do yom?w he said "Not Germans anyway. How come you don't trust me, M I trust you? Because I know you are one of our people, say what you will.** He looked at me tnumpitantly.
Still a little reluctantly, I grinned back at Gregt&y. It turned out that he was an important UndergitxHid worker within the camp He promised to provide me with a mgjbt pass.
"Can you reafly get me a penmt to move about die camp during the night?* I asked.